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By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Cowes. Royal Yacht Squadron 
Regatta, you know. Am very fond of yacht races. Such a lot of 
uncertainty about them. They go off and wander prettily about 
the horizon, and you go and meet your girl and have your dinner 
(or a late luncheon), and presently, in the cool of the evening, you 
come back just in time to see the last competitor return, and, as 
likely as not, she’s the winner. But you never know till you ask, 
and then the information is like the answer to a bad conundrum— 
you don’t quite see it. 

BEWILDERING. 
The yachts glide off, a graceful sight, 
Some winning and some losing, 
But which are doing which, that’s quite 
Too baffling and too confusing. 
You learn at last—it’s too absurd, 
But, sure as I'm a sinner, 
The third is second, the first is last, 
And the second is the winner! 
Took a small boat from London Bridge to Chelsea and followed the 
race for the Dogget Coat and Badge all the way. A. J. Carter, of 
Greenwich, was my man, and, of course, he pulled it off. Going 
over to Paris for a few hours saw a verdict given for Zola (with 5,000 
francs damages) in a libel case. Quite a novelty—a verdict for Zola ; 
afraid that sort of thing won’t last long. Started the Laxey and 
Ramsey electric tramway in the Isle of Man, and got Doughty in 
for Grimsby again. 

Thursday.—Had a jolly day on the Galtee More trial trip from 
Holyhead to Greenore and back. Got our Princess safely over to 
Copenhagen to see her mother—who was, happily, not so ill as 
reported—went and had a look at the Corfe elections for a few 
minutes, but got back as soon as possible, and studied the entries 
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for the Autumn Handicap. Also had an hour or two at Shoebury- 
ness with the Volunteer Artillerymen. 


Friday—Spent most of the day at Cowes again—weather gusty 
and disgusty—saw the Latona win the Emperor’s Cup. Had aride 
on the Waterloo and City Electric Railway—the trial trip. All 
went smoothly. 


Saturday.—Got aboard the Enchantress (‘‘as light a craft as 
ever”’—something or other technical), and inspected dockyards. 
Helped Her Most Gracious to privately invest a lot of Johnnies at 
Osborne. Joined in a yacht race round the Isle of Wight on board 
Ailsa—we won (though we didn’t come in first, of course).4 |'Went 
down to Moffatt and incited the English to win in the Interna- 
tional Lawn-Tennis match. Very interesting renewal of the his- 
toric struggles between the English and Scotch Borderers—with a 
difference. 

NOW AND THEN, 


in days long gone by 
(Unless Chronicles lie) 
The life on the Borders was bustling ; 
For the English and Scots 
In those neighbouring spots 
Were constantly fighting and hustling ; 
And here, it is plain, 
They are at it again 
(Though now they are peacefully racketting) ; 
They struggled all day— 
But it’s only in play 
That they’re giving each other a jacketting. 
Monday.—Opened the City and Waterloo Electric Railway for 
eneral traffic. Had achat with Lipton about his ‘‘ Cheap 
taurants " idea. Went over to Dublin and saw the municipality 
refuse to have astatue of Gladstone. Good old “‘ Nationalists.” 
Tuesday.—Hurried off early this morning, right over the equator 
and down south and annexed the Santa Cruz and Duff Islands. 
Hooray! Rule Britannia! ‘All the Royalties” are said to be 
gathered together in Copenhagen to “ see what can be done ’’ to put 
a stop to the epidemic of diplomatic friction that seems to pervade 
Europe. Don’t think much of, the rumour myself, especially as a 
lot of the sald Royalties are full young. 
AN ARMED CONTINGENT. 
The Royal mas and grandmammas 
And infants, so they say, 
Have met to influence papas 
Who're drifting to the fray. 
And armed each ma and grandma comes 
With tears to quench their battles, 
While all the kids have brought their drums, 
Their trumpets, and their rattles. 
Tue Sporrer 


Norice.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. GEORGE MvsGRovE has always had a profound belief in the 
unconventional. When he saw the Belle of New York in America 
he transferred it in its entirety to the Shaftesbury Theatre, London. 
The result was the most brilliant success of the theatrical season. 
During the Prince of Wales’ illness this vivacious opera was one of 
his favourite entertainments remitted by the theatrophone. The 
Belle of New York is still attracting vast audiences to the Shaftes- 
bury, and is now about to take to the provinces north and south. 
Two companies have started. The first company, including Mr. 
Foster Court, Mr. Leonard Calvert, Mr. W. Ritter Riley, Mr. Tom 
Tindall, Miss Rosie St. George, Miss Violet Leslie, Miss Rachel 
Lowe, Miss Millie Bell, and Miss May Pollard, gave its initial 
performance at Margate on Monday evening, and played to the 
3a and most enthusiastic audience ever assembled in the local 
theatre, 


Mr. C. D. Slater has introdued a very pretty and unpretentious 
sketchy divertissement, in one tableau, entitled Jack Ashore, at 
the Alhambra. The scene—The Cove, Kingsport—is picturesque, 
the dresses are early English, and the dancing is capital. The pro- 
ceedings open with the wedding day of Jack Webster, mate of the 
trading schooner, Morning Star, and Nellie, the belle of Kingsport. 
In the midst of the rejoicings, Cecil Bertram, a rival of Jack's and 
a rejected lover of Nellie’s, enters. He is distracted with envy, and, 
when invited to drink the health of the bride, unable to conceal his 
repugnance to the proceeding, he makes an offensive retort. 
The young sailor resents this insult to his wife, but friends inter- 
posing save Bertram from the chastisement he deserves, Harmony 
is temporarily restored and Bertram beats a retreat. Later on, Jack 
accepts the invitation of the landlord to have a parting glass, when 
Bertram returns and enters into a furtive conversation with one 
Ben Grimes, a longshoreman, who gives him a friendly hint that 
the Press Gang are out and he had better sheer off. Bertram, fired 
by the information, conceives the idea of setting it on to the bride- 
groom, and offers Grimes a bribe to bring it to a spot where Jack 
can be captured. The plot is successfully carried out, and the 
separation of Jack from his lass is only frustrated by the news that 
peace has been declared and that the King has no further need of 
pressed men for the navy. When Bertram’s treachery is exposed 
the anger of the sailors fall on him and they make short work of 
the rascal. The festivities conclude with general rejoicings. 

Mdlle. Charmion’s denudations of her superfluous apparel, calcu- 
lated to embarrass her movements upon the trapéze, are naively 
amusing. Her exhibition is a pretty display. 


We have received from Edward Howell, of Liverpool, publisher, 
a@ ruddy-covered manual, labelled ‘‘ Cuba: A Six Weeks’ Tour in 
1889,”" by Cantab. The latter dedicates the publication to the 
American people, and evidently to ingratiate himself with that 
nation, has included a compilation entitled ‘‘ Nemesis,” a poem 
intended to be adulatory of the United States’ efforts to force the 
Leopard to change his spots. Yellow fever, in lieu of yellow 
journalism, is the result, and we venture to think that will be 
sufficient Nemesis—we’ve never heard it called a poem—for the 
American people. 


Mr. W. T. Stead has issued another of his interesting Books for 
Bairns—* Perseus, the Gorgon Slayer,” by Canon Kingsley. It is 
& marvellous penn’orth. 

The Reverend Star has written the History of the Wedding 
Ring; 1s. net. Certainly the wedding ring is a net if you are at 
all taken with it. We did not know it was a cheap one. 

India receives her Vice-Roy with caressing, 
Fun hopes he’s no Curz-on a very great blessing. 
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The Member for Grimsby. 


( Mr. Doughty took his seat on the Ministerial Benches amid 
loud, enthusiastic cheers, etc.”—Daily o> August 5th. 
“Waterspouts in Spain.".—A heading in Daily Telegraph, 
August 4th.} 


Ar Grimsby the Radicals suffer, ’tis plain, 

From the shock of the douche turned on them by Doughty ; 
And thus, in a way, like disorganised Spain, 

The weather with them, too, has been waterspouty. 


But fill we our glasses, let more remain drouthy, 
For a toast we will quaff as a glad valedictory 
end-off George Doughty. as there's not a doubt he 
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Usurper, Beware! 


[A North London laundress was fined 5s. for using language, 
‘“‘ the like of which” the policeman had “ never heard before.”— 


Police Report.) 


PonticeMAN X., Policeman X., 
Full grievously our souls you vex 
By thus presuming to annex 
The privilege of your betters. 
When Justice Z., with mild reproof, 
Asks what is meant by “ blunt " or “ oof," 
Or naively states that “ bluff"’ and “‘ spoof "’ 
To him are quite dead letters, 
We hold him guiltless, for a judge, 
With nose in the air and close-shut ear, 
Through all Life’s rosy path may trudge, 
And ne’er a modern slang-word hear ! 


But, lorjus! when a man like you— 
Who's served a month (or even two) 
Amid those ranks of derring-do 

Whom gutter-boys call ‘‘ coppers ""— 
Begins to talk about some few 
Blank-dashes which to HIM are new, 
We fear, we fear, we really dew, 

He’s merely telling whoppers ! 
So pray, Policeman X., beware 
Lest Justice Z. should make you fare 
To Holloway some dreary day, 
For filching his sole rights away ! 


The Hellarrikin’s Correct Corrective. 


(“It will be remembered how Mr. Justice Day broke up the High 
Rip gang in Liverpool. The same medicine should be frequently 
applied to the larrikin gangs of London.’’—Globe. } 


To the root of a cankering plague you pm. 
And aright the word “ remedy " spell, 
When (denouncing our larrikin gangs, dear Globe) 
Of the healthy old days you tell 
When Day, clad not only in justice's robe, 
But in that of shrewd sense as well, 
Won Liverpool's love by a bold crusade 
On a body of bully-boy® beasts, who made 
Certain slums off the Scotland and Vauxhall Roads 
Of perpetual horror the curst abodes ! 


But to-day 'twould seem that Mercy (conjoint 
With Folly) all hearts doth melt. 
A cry would be raised of ‘‘ Avaunt! aroynt!"’ 
And a shock of disgust be felt, 
Should a judge but pierce with a needle’s point 
The hellarrikin’s precious pelt ! 
Yet unless, with our crotchety qualms, we aim! 
At achieving the world’s Metropolis fame 
As a pesthouse of blood-guilty brutes, ‘tis time 
To annul this criminal petting of crime, 
And, like Justice Day, essay the avail, 
Upon brutes, of the brute with the ninefold tail ! 


Should a larrikin-son, for offences dire, 
E’en at school be deservedly caned— 
And the dastardly blows of the larrikinesire 
On the master be therefore rained— 
Do we carp at the drink-soddon monster's ire ? 
Nay, our hearts for the ‘‘ babe"’ are pained ; 
And the larrikin-cub is thus to aspire 
To parental ferocity trained ! 
And then, when, by sparing the rod, we've brought 
Our cub to that tigerish pitch when naught 
Will redeem him, save only the drastic ‘‘ cat ""— 
We're too squeamish, of course, to award him that! 
Bully-Boys of 
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Facetious Biker.—‘1 wonder some of you gentlemen of the road don’t set up a bike! You've got such a lot of ground to get 


over, y'know!” 


Dusty Walker.—“ Sir! You call us ‘gentlemen of the road,’ and forget the dignified traditions of the profession! A bike! Shade of 


Claude Duval!!!” 


Comparing Notes. 
KRUGER :— 

I REALLY do not see my way 

To any compromise— 
Unless I sacrifice to-day 

The very things I prize. 
Though Bankruptcy may loom ahead 
And ruin face the Rand, 

Upon that Raid 


I'm much afraid 
I shall be bound to stand. 


It’s very well to “ hurry up ’’— 
But hurry I detest— 
The loving cup was not the cup 
Of which they came in quest. 
I may not link with other lands, 
I'm forced to stand alone— 
Good reason why 
I always try 
To sit tight on my own. * 


This grim Convention faces me 
Wherever I may turn 

And what a curse the thing can be 
I daily have to learn. 


It gives me all I fought to gain— 
A land without a shor: 
I wi 
Mat ? ; 











When kindly Gladstone ruled the roast 
Much more I might have gained, 
A kingdom’s rank, a strip of coast, 
And like a monarch reigned. 
For he'd have gladly given way, 
All parties must confess, 
For he was one 
Who loved to shun 
The least blood-guiltiness. 


But Rhodes’ heart I cannot touch ; 
He’s not the kind of man 
To loyally acquiesce in such 
A pure and holy plan. 
A person of subversive views 
And keen Imperial eye— 
It seems to me 
We shan’t agree 
However he may try. 


RHODES (glancing at notes) :— 


No flaw in this can I detect — 
Though on it I insist, 

I don’t think he can well object 
To such a modest list. 

He talks of justice! Very well, 


‘ . . 

Here’s justice and to spare— 
F’or truth and right 
- 
He say’s he nt 
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Equality! He can’t remark, 
‘Equality is wrong!” 
No, no, my worthy patriarch, 
We really shan’t be long. 
So goody-good he always talks, 
He must agree to that— 
Agree or not 
He won’t know what 
C. Rhodes is aiming at. 


The British over-rule! Just so! 
Although it may be hard 
To prove to him from every foe 
The Transvaal thus we guard 
I'll say, the Germans might intrude 
The British show to wreck, 
If British might 
Were not in sight’ 
Their insolence to check. 


I really think, upon my word, 
This time I ought to score— 
The old man won't be so absurd 

As to desire more, 
I fancy if but once we met 
Like brothers we should be— 
"Twould be my whim 
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COMPARING NOTES. 


Mr, Ceci 


EFFECTED BY A MEETING BETWEEN HIMSELF 


PRE 


THE 
SouTH 


THE 


RHODES MAINTAINS 


Sin Gorpon SpricG, 18 For ‘‘ British Supremacy.” 


MIER, 


CoLony ELECTIONS HAVE COMMENCED. 
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A Town Mouse. 
CHAPTER 4.—**MR.’ HARDY GETS A SURPRISE.” 


“Wuat an awful scoundrel,” repeated Herbert Banks, as he 
watched the receding form of the fair Rose Gaffer, “‘ to tell stories 
about me like that. And she believes them, too. What a pity it 
is they’re almost true.” 
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His MANNER WAS DISTINCTLY AGGRESSIVE. 


“It’s a good job I’m down here for the benefit of my health, and 
nothing else,”’ he thought, gloomily striding about the farmyard. 
‘It would take a peck of this sort of thing to make up for the loss 
of one jolly good evening in town. What's that beastly boy making 
those faces at me for?” 

The boy was Chores peeping round the corner of a hayrick. 
His face wore a look of mysterious importance, and he motioned 
his head for Herbert to come across, a sign the young man did not 
deign to notice. 

‘Hist! ’’ exclaimed the boy, at last losing all patience. ‘' Yeow 
coom over ‘ere, It’saboot Tom Hardy.” 

The young yokel’s face was so full of earnestness that Herbert 
strolled towards him. 

‘Well, Chores,” he said sternly; ‘* what are you making those 
ugly faces at me for?” 

‘* Who be amaking ugly faces? "’ replied the boy, sullenly. “ It’ll 
be yeow as will have a ugly face soon, and it won’t be of yer own 
making, either.”’ 

Herbert laughed. ‘‘ Why, you young imp,” he said, ‘* you don’t 
mean to say you're going to try to give me a hiding?” 

‘Noa! But there be Tom Hardy and Mr. Dry atalkin’ in 
t’village pub. Tom, he ses he’s coomin’ round after his four pots 
to gie thee a cloutin’."’ 

Herbert stood aghast. Here was a fine thing to finish up the 
day with: a drunken braw! in front of a farmhouse, with Rose, 
and perhaps a score or two of grinning yokels looking on to see the 
Londoner get a drubbing. I¢ was not to be thought of for one 
instant. 

‘* Chores,” he said suddenly, “go and fetch a constable at once.”’ 

‘Ther’ bean’t no constable here, sur,’’ replied the boy, grinning, 
‘nearer nor Dalcombe, and that be seven mile. An’ thee’ll get the 
cloutin’ long afore he cooms.” 

Herbert thought so, too. He made a rapid calculation of a rule- 
of-three sum, viz.: If it takes a London policeman three hours to 
walk seven miles, how long would it take a country ditto to do the 
same distance if summoned by the speedy messenger before him ? 
Answer: Half'a century, he thought, wearily, as he looked at 


Chores’ stolid face 


go, and see if I can pa 
Chores ?”’ 











“ Kick ’un,” replied the boy, laconically, ‘‘if he touched I.” 

“ By Jove, that would settle the business right away,”’ said Her- 
bert, smiling, after a glance at the yokel’s boots. ‘‘ Come along, 
Chores, we’ll attack the enemy’s stronghold together. You shall be 
my ‘company of foot,’ and woe betide ‘ Mr.’ Hardy if I have to call 

ou out.” 
™ Be you agoin’ to fight Tom ?”’ asked the boy, incredulously. 

‘No, I hope not,” said Herbert paling slightly. ‘‘I think there 
must be some mistake, he can’t want to fight me for what happened 
this morning. We'll go and see him anyway.” 

Chores was not a very lively companion. On the way to the 
True Lovers he beguiled Herbert with stories of Tom Hardy’s 
prowess, and succeeded in making him feel rather alarmed as to 
what would be the result of the interview. 

They found the village bully seated outside the public house in 
close confabulation with Mr. Dry, and now and then banging his 
fist forcibly on the table in front of him. He sprang to his feet as 
Herbert approached, and his manner was distinctly aggressive. 

‘“‘ Be ye coom for beer or beauty ? ” he shouted. 

‘“‘ Both,”’ roared Chores in return, getting a little behind Herbert. 
‘* Kick ’un, Mister, whiles you got the chance.”’ 

‘‘ Be quiet, Chores,” said Herbert. ‘‘ Mr. Hardy,” he continued, 
turning to the bully, “ you seem to be labouring under a mis- 
apprehension x 

‘*’Kar that, Tom!” said Mr. Dry, breaking in. ‘* He’s a sneerin’ 
at yer because you’re only a labourin’ man. ’EKar the long name he 
gives honest, ’ard work.” 

‘‘No! no!’’ said Herbert, hastily, ‘‘ I’m doing nothing of the 
sort. I wouldn’t associate work with either of you on any account. 
Don’t let that old rascal make more mischief between us.”’ 

‘* Bah! corfee drinker,” snarled Mr. Dry, scathingly. 

‘* And if, replied Banks, ignoring the old man, ‘“ I have uninten- 
tionally come between you and your sweetheart, I’m here to 
apologise.” 

**You’re here to what?” roared the bully. ‘* Well, I did think 
they Londoners had more pluck inthem. But I bean’t going to 
have no ’pollogy. Me and Polly’s had a rumpus. You be the 
cause. I’ve got you ’ere, and I’ll gie thee a cloutin’, and send thee 
back to the gal at the farm to finish yer courtin’.”’ 

“’Far! ear!’ said Mr. Dry, thumping on the table with his 
pot. 

‘*Why didn’t yeow kick ’un at first?’’ said Chores, reproachfully. 








EXPLAINING HIS DEFEAT. 


Herbert turned very red and then white as he heard the bully’s 
decision, and the mention of the “ gal at the farm ”’ seemed to settle 
something in his mind. 

"J von't ept my apology,” he said, quietly, ‘‘and 
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“Then I'll fight you,” said Herbert, 
trying to remember some of the little 
boxing lessons he had learnt last winter. 

** Say, sonny,” said Mr. Dry to Chores, 
‘go and get a shutter to take him back 
agen.” 

Herbert and his formidable foe retired 
to the back of the inn, accompanied by 
Chores, Mr. Dry, and five or six rustics, 
while Polly watched events from the 
back door, and there they commenced 
a bout of fisticuffs. 

The result was neverin doubt. Hardy, 
full of beer, over-confident, and touched 
with the usual bully’s cowardice, soon 
caved in when he found himself being 
repeatedly hit without being able to get 
anything in return. He declared himself 
beaten to prevent further punishment, 
and Herbert, putting on his coat, re- 
turned to the farm, leaving his antagonist 
to explain the reason of his defeat to his 
chaffing friends. 

Chores was jubilant, and commenced 
a@ war dance round the fallen champion, 
eventually going off to find‘‘Mr.” Dry, 
who had mysteriously disappeared, to 
give that worthy ‘“‘sarce’’ now that he 
was no longer protected by the mighty 
Tom Hardy. 


(To be continued.) 











‘On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THE Russian Bear, as usual, is tryin’ 
to play with the British Lion’s tail, 
but I strongly advises ’im not to pull it 
too ’ard, or it is likely to be a case of a 
tail ‘‘to be continued in our next.” 
Seriously, I ’ope Lord Salisbury will be 
firm, they sez that the Chinese is be- 
ginnin’ to grin at us, for they thinks our 
forbearance means weakness, an’ they 
‘‘allus go with the stronger side,” as the 
toper said wen ’e took ’is choice between 
a glass of whiskey an’ a glass of water. 
In our dealin’s with Russia it ’as gin’rally 
been a case of Bear (an’ with a sore ’ead) 
with them, an’ forbear with us, an’ 
many of us is of the opinyum that there’s 
been too much “ forbear.” 

I doubt wether it was wise for the 
House of Lords to,so to say, ‘‘ knuckle 
under ’”’ to the House of Commons, wen 
the former is supposed to ’ave the ‘‘ upper 
’and,”’ over that Vaksination Bill; if 
vaksination 7s a evil, it strikes me that it 
ain’t sich a evil as smallpox, an’ kom- 
mon-sense ses, ‘‘ Of two evils choose the 
lesser.’’ ’Ow many sufferers from small- 
pox are to be pitied wen they are pitted, 
pore things! I knew a gal who losta 
prospective ’usbing, an’ a probabel hidin’ 
every week, through bein’ marked with 
this disease. 

‘Sweet are the uses of ’’—sugar! Ac- 
cordin’ to some experiments wot ‘ave 
been made durin’ the German army 
Manoovers, sugar is a vallybel artikel 
of diet ; it increases a person’s weight, 
an’ staves off ’xhaustion, bein’ very 
revivin’. I should advise the Emperor 
William to try this diet, not that ’e 
wants ‘is weight increasin’ ('e ‘‘ throws 
it about’’ enough), but ’e do want 
Bweetin’ at times. 

Prince Bismark is stated to ‘ave 
Once sed: ‘‘For those who pursue 
politics there is no happiness.” It’s 
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ON THE SOUTHWOLD SANDS. 
Muriel —‘‘ What a very pretty lady that was we passed just now.”’ 
Aunt.—‘‘Is she the prettiest you have ever seen, Muriel?” z 
Muriel (after a moment's reflection).— Oh, not so pretty as you, Auntie, dear! ; 
Aunt.—‘* Let us come up on the front, dear; I will buy those long-promised caramels now,” i 


= 


The Amerikans ‘ave got over the ‘‘ war fever” 
a bit, an’ now they're sufferin’ from yeller fever, 
which is the wurse komplaint of the two; an’ 
I must say that the soldiers seem to ’ave been 
frightfully nerglected ; a man who risks ‘is life 
for ’is country ort not to be allowed to die of 
sheer mismanagement, wich appears to ‘ave 
been the case in many instances. This quite 
ekals us, wen we lets our brave old warriors die 
in the workus. Tommy Atkins is a ’ero in ‘is 
youth, but wen ‘e gets old an’ decrepit ’e ‘is 
looked upon as a noosance; ‘e gives “is best 
years an’ blood for ’is country, an’ she g 


1 pauper’s funeral. 
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Seaside Queries. 





; 
Aes 


Is there a good deal of ‘‘calf-love” going on 


at Cowes ? 


If you got so bored of being on a yacht that 
you threw yourself in the sea, would you then 


» over-bored ? 
Do you make @ yacht fast with knots ? 


Do the sailors get ‘‘ bull-y-beef” at Cowes ? 
Does not a stiff breeze often make a landsman 


feel 


limp ? 
Do y 


‘‘hit the right nail on the 


the right tack ? 
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AT SLOCUM-CUM-PODGER. 
John.—“' Hast ‘ecard ’ow the war do be gitting on, Silas?” 


Silas.—‘‘ Aye, theer be some talk aboot peace, but a feller as calls ’isself Yaller Jack 
seems ter be causing a dooce of a trouble, so I onderstand.”’ 


Doubtless. 


Barber.—* Would you like anything 
on your head, sir?’”’ 


Mr. Thintop.—‘ Yes; I should like a 
fresh crop of hair on it.” 











No Wonder. 


First Merchant.—‘‘I find my type- | 
writing girl much cheaper than a man 
would be.”’ 


Second Ditto.—“I used to find mine | 
so, but I don’t now.”’ 


First Merchant.— How is that?” 
Second Ditto.—‘*I married her!”’ 











Mrs. Grundy’s Horror. 


(“Despite Mrs. Grundy, ‘mixed 
bathing’ is making progress this 
summer.”’— Vide Press. 


qe 


Ou, let me hide my blushing face, 
And shed a bitter tear! 
Whatever is the human race 
Now coming to ?—Oh, dear! 
To think both sexes in the sea, 
In scanty costumes clad, 
Should side-by-side shout out their glee, 
Is awful, and is sad! 


‘was bad enough when horrid man, 
With glass glued to his eye, 

Would prowl upon the beach, and scan 
The female form—oh fie! 

But now he coolly takes a ‘“‘dip”’ 
Where women gaily bob; 

And, I have heard, will even grip 
Her hand—oh, let me sob! 


The little fishes, I should say, 
Must blush to find their place 
Invaded by the young and grey, 
And each of brazen face! 
Our modern life is going wrong, 
For things are getting ‘‘ mixed,” 
And I—I hope I shan’t live long! 
With horroram transfixed ! 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HAMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


67. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.&.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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